LASAGNA CAT 
TELEPHONE SEX SURVEY RESULTS 


It is currently the 17th of July, 2022 on a Sunday at 7:26 am. I'm blasting Fukkireta 
through my earbuds because my really good pair of headphones decided to self delete 
themselves, but the new pair should be arriving today. It is also day #60 of my Jon 
Arbuckle hyperfixation! Wow, two whole months of this Garfield-induced madness! 
This really does call for a celebration! 


Oh! And | just remembered, this is also the first entry I'll be posting to Tumblr as well. 
I'm kinda nervous about it, but this Tumblr's very small, so it shouldn't be too bad. In 
saying that though, those words will probably come back to bite me in the ass in the 
future, so that's nice.... | guess.... 


Anyway, since this entry is being written on a special milestone, | figured I'd take the 
time to talk about a recent Garfield-related effort | had made a week ago to sit down 
and watch something that lasts for about... five hours? Yeah, five hours. 


Thoss who are familiar with what I'm implying will connect the words "Garfield" and 
"five hour runtime" together very quickly, but for those unaware, there's this group of 
filmmakers known as Fatal Farm, and they have been making videos on the internet for 


well over a decade now at this point. Really old viewers of them may know them from 
their Ducktales parody or from their satire how-to series, Infinite Solutions, that had 
people repeatedly logging in and logging out of their GMail accounts endlessly in order 
to achieve access to an entity known as Google TV (which has probably aged 
wonderfully seeing as how the concept of "Google TV" doesn't sound that far-fetched 
at all nowadays). You may even know them for creating those hilarious Terry Crews Old 


Spice commercials that have sprouted into meme status and are still beloved today. 


But they've created another beloved series... No, a work of masterful art, that is still 
talked about and praised today as one of the most surreal pieces of Garfield parody 
material there is, and that series is called 'Lasagna Cat’. | am very familiar with this 
series, as even before my Garfield hyperfixation began, | had watched a few of their 
videos a few years ago, probably around the time | binge-watched a bunch of Garfielf 
videos all made by different people back in 2017. And coincidentally enough, that year 
was the year that Lasagna Cat released their beyond movie-length masterpiece simply 


titled with only three words... 


'Sex Survey Results’. 


This video. This video, man. It's magical. It's utterly maddening, but it's magical and 
mesmerising. Now, before | started watching Sex Survey Results, | has previously 
watched the entirety of '07/27/78', a video were a man analyses the lore and the many 
interpretations of a Garfield comic only known as ‘The Pipe Strip’, picking apart each 
character's shape, and describing the intense history he and this comic have had (that 
makes it sound like they were romantic partners...), recalling how he spent so many days 
reading and reading this strip over and over like a ritual... It was incredible. It was 
absolutely incredible how deep of a history this man has had with this one strip, this 
single Garfield strip that absolutely changed him. And | was hooked 'til the very end. | 
think I'll write another entry that goes into more detail about this video, but just know 
that when | finished watching 07/27/78 and went on to watch Sex Survey Results a 


few weeks later, | knew it was gonna be GOOD. 


But, before | start, | want to issue a spoiler warning for Sex Survey Results. If you feel 
like watching an entire five hours worth of Garfield nonsense, go ahead and catch up if 


you'd like. But if not, read on and face my descent! 


There's something about Lasagna Cat, and as an extension, Fatal Farm that | want to 
address. There's something about it that got me absolutely stuck in this insane rabbit 
hole of a video and made me so determined to watch the entire thing, even if it wasn't 
in one sitting. When | first clicked on the video, sat down in a comfy position and 
watched on, | quickly realised what | was getting myself into. As the video started, it 
opened up to Jon Arbuckle, the man himself, the one I've been hyperifxated on for two 
whole months, walking towards his armchair, newspaper in hand, then sitting down, a 
smile on his face as he quietly read the paper, when suddenly, a knock on the door is 
heard from behind him. He looks up, places the paper down and responds "Who's 
there?" as he begins to stand from his armchair. "Hey, my name is Garrett Smith..." a 
voice calls back. "Garrett Smith... Who?" Jon answers again, and he smiles, opening the 
door for the person outside. It's sunny and bright outside in the streets of Muncie, 
Indiana, and a mannequin with snow white skin and a neutral expression is standing 
before Arbuckle, still and patiently. "Hey, my name is Garrett Smith, and | have had 
exacrly zero sex partners." it repeats as a laugh track fades in and the texture of the 
environment turns to paper as it's revealed that the scenario that played out was 
nothing more than a comic strip in a newspaper.... that Garfield is reading. The camera 
pans out, and there is yet another knock on the door. | burst into hysterics with the 
laugh track as | watched on, starting to already feel my sanity waning by the minute. 
That was... hilarious. Not the joke formula itself, but the way it was presented, the 
deeper meaning it had, and the purpose, the reasoning it had to be that way. The music. 


The canned laughter. It was all too much. 


And it continues in a cycle. For almost five entire hours, Jon, Garfield and Odie answer 
possibly over a thousand people knocking at their door in a simple "Knock Knock" joke 
format, and leaving their name and their number of sexual partners behind for Garfield 
and friends. And before | knew it, | had accidentally watched a whole hour of it, and | 
soon realised that Lasagna Cat's true power is having enough little details and 
impressive cinematography to keep you invested, to keep you watching, to keep you 
hearing every little story the visitors tell. And | knew that when | saw that hour on the 
timecode, | was going to be here for a while. But, with school starting the next day, and 
as | began to feel tired, | had to wrap it up for the day. So | paued the video, kept that 
tab open, and went to bed for the night. 


At school, | couldn't stop thinking about it. | just couldn't. It was always just there at the 
back of my mind, like it was taunting me subtly. | could be talking to my friends, drawing 
doodles of Jon on my books, picking music to listen to on my phone while doing work, 
and there was always this thought of "| need to watch the rest of Sex Survey Results. | 
need to know what happens next.". Sometimes those thoughts weren't as direct. It 
could be a simple subconscious murmur of the name "Lasagna Cat" and | knew 
immediately what my mind was asking for. So, when | went home, | waited a bit, and 
then, at the same time | had begun watching the video before, | made a mental goal that 


| would watch an hour a day, and | clicked play on the video. 


My memory gets a little hazy with the exact details, but | can remember a handful of 
calls that got a chuckle out of me, or little details about how Jon, Garfield and Odie 
spoke. They'd often repeat and subtly make fun of how the caller announced 
themselves or how they spoke. Like for example, early into the video, someone named 
Kate calls in, but because of either her microphone quality or her voice, it cracks and 
sounds a little distorted. Garfield answers back with a mocking of how the call quality 
sounded by repeating the voice crack as so: "... KaAte who?". Odie always reponds back 
with how a dog would say their name and barks in the same tone of voice the caller 
had. There was even one bit about an hour in where someone called in with a dog 
barking to Odie (the barking most likely belonging to Gabe the dog, who was a meme 
around the time this video was released). But Jon, oh my gosh, Jon! He always has this 
energy in his voice, a little pep in his step, he's the perfect blend of friendly and cheery 
but also condescending, he had so many great moments. There was this one caller who 
announced themselves by declaring "My asshole hurst!" and Jon gave this devious little 
smirk, this mischievious little grin, squinted his eyes and repeated ""My asshole hurts!"... 
Who?" and he opens the door only to hear the rest of the caller's pained cries after 


presumably taking a phat shit. 


There were just so many callers. There was this one caller who spoke to Garfield, and he 
goes on this rant about him, saying things like "Why do you hate Mondays!? You don't 
even work! You just sleep all day and eat lasagna and say unfunny things!" and he 
sounded so genuinely confused and upset. There was another who answered Jon, and 
he was desperately calling for Garfield to answer him on the phone, and when no reply 
came, he fell silent before defeatedly asking "... This is Nermal, isn't it...". There was a 


caller who just introduced herself as "Farts", and Jon replied "Farts!? That name stinks!". 


Someone claiming to be Nermal called up, and Garfield answered, and when Nermal 
declared his name, Garfield just gave a heavy sigh in response with a lethargic "...Nermal 
who?", and he'd do this every time someone had a stupid name or claimed to be 
someone from the comic strip. And we can't forget Raymond, who called up around 
three or four times and left this extremely lengthy monologue about his sex life, leaving 
multiple stories about the chat rooms he participated in, weird kinks people had and 
other disturbing happenings that went on for literally four minures combined. What's 
even better is that this Raymond person made a post on Reddit saying that he called 
them up when he was drunk. Surprisingly, no one that | can remember ever called up 
claiming they were Lyman which was a little disappointing... But regardless, there's so 
many more calls that I'm probably forgetting, but needless to say, for each hour of each 
day | watched this video, | was entertained, hooked and waiting for the next call to 


either be normal and quite mundane or be something funny and really memorable. 


However, all good things must come to an end, and as the clock beside the door turned 
its hands, as the heads of the mannequins slowly started to warp and distort, and as the 
sunny afternoon outside transformed into a beautiful star-speckled sky, | prepared 
myself for the end, and waited... 


And that was when a very familiar face came knocking on the door. Jon stood up, 
placing his newspaper down like he always did, and as the music slowly faded out, he 


opened the door to see... 


Himself? 


"Jon Arbuckle, 2." Jon answered. The Jon behind the door stares at him for a moment, 
and then, slowly, he begins to laugh. He laughs and laughs, until finally, he looks Jon 


Arbuckle, 2 in the eyes. 


"Jon Arbuckle, 0." He responds with a smile, and closes the door on him. Jon Arbuckle, 
2, who has now aged up to the point where he looks like Jim Davis now, stands silently 
at the door, a grim expression on his face, and he looks towards the window to see that 
Garfield is now a realistic ginger cat. As the cat walks away from the windowsil, Jon 
follows suit, trudging away into the dark streets of Muncie, defeated, various quotes of 


Jim Davis repeating in his head as he walks. 


He comes towards a crossing, and right there across the other side of the road on the 
opposite street, he meets two people... The mannequins? One is wearing an oranhe 
dress and she's pushing one wearing a shirt like Jon's in a wheelchair, and they stare 
into Jon's eyes with their own dull, expressionless ones. Being as invested as | was, Jon 
watches through the speeding cars as the man in the wheelchair pulls out a brown 
suitcase and carefully places it on the ground, not breaking eye contact once before him 
and the woman exit, leaving Jon at the other side of the road. He knew what he had to 


do next. 


It cuts to Jon sitting in a subway, suitcase in hand as he carefully unlatches it. Then, he 
opens it, and inside is his cat, Garfield, except he's zombified and taxidermied. It then 
cuts to Jon walking down the street, more quotes of Jim Davis talking about the making 
of Garfield echoing through his mind, and finally, Jon makes it to a rocky desert 
environment, climbing and climbing, the quotes in his head now seeming almost 


inspirational and finally... He meets him. 


Another man covered in Garfield-like patterns, completely naked, say for a headpiece, 
stands before Jon from the distance as Jim Davis talks about how he can visualise 
Garfield until he's right in front of him and he can just sit back and watch him. They 
stare at one another before the Garfield-like man disappears from the rock, before 
reappearing once again to face Jon. He's hunched over, has his eyes right on the target, 
and then, finally, he lets out a mighty warcry and charges towards Jon in slow motion, a 
weapon in hand and his whanger on full display (yes, seriously). | watched on, utterly 
invested, the voice of Davis himself spinning around in my head, not looking away from 
the screen once and just waiting on the edge of my seat for the attack, the final 


pounce..! He reaches out, and...! 


He disappears, his hand merely inches away from Jon's chest, who is still paralysed and 
looking on blankly. It's tense. | wait. Something has to happen, this isn't the end... 


Garfield reappears a moment later behind Jon, grabbing him by the shoulder and 
whispering a quiet growl in his ear. Jon closes his eyes, and finally diappears, leaving 
nothing but his clothes and a pile of worms writhing underneath. The voice of Jim 


returns once again as Garfield lifts up the worms and he screams into the heavens, 


holding the worms up in the sunlight as if they're his new child being held up above 


Pride Rock itself, beholding his creation above the land and sky..! 


However, it quickly cuts to a woman screaming in a bathroom as she gives birth into the 
toilet, and she becomes disgusted with her creation. "This child isn't mine. This child is 
from the darkness." She says. "I've given birth to humanity's curse. | can ask for mercy, 
which | won't recieve. My soul will be swallowed and vomited and swallowed again. 


Forever." 


"Sick joke. But no one is laughing. My blood will remain. Death isn't the end." 


Garfield stands upon the toilet seat as the camera pans in on the child, who is wearing a 
blue polo shirt just like Jon's, and Jim finally states, "Humour is such a subjective thing." 


before Jon opens his eyes, the video fades to orange and it finally ends. 


Death isn't the end. Even after Jim Davis has passed, after years and years have went 
on, when Garfield has had his 50th, 60th, 90th, 100th birthday, he will remain. The 
rebirth of Jon is directly connected to the woman who gave birth to him, a cruel and 
disgusting representation of the passing on of Jim Davis' career onto another soul, 
therefore rebirthing Garfield into a new age and continuing the spiral on yuks and gags 
until the bitter end. But death isn't the end. 


Garfield will forever remain in the collecrive memory of humanity. The man in 07/27/78 
made this point at the end of that video will the message that Garfield is so universal 
that his memory and his creation will live on for generations on top of generations. 


Garfield will remain. Garfield is infinite. But most importantly, Garfield isn't funny. 


Fatal Farm has been making this point for years now. The sheer repetitiveness of 
Garfield's jokes and gags is well established now. How many more times are we going to 
get a gag about Garfield loving lasagna? How long will it take for the gag of Jon not 
being a great dresser to finally come to a conclusion in Jim's mind? How many kicks off 
the table will Odie have to suffer through until Garfield can't kick no more? At this 
point, who knows. Thousands of knock-knock jokes have been told. We've heard 'em 
all. We've told 'em all. The same goes for Garfield too. Garfield has evolved from a fat 


cat to a weird tiny man who walks on two freakishly large feet and a worldwide 


economical success, yet the jokes stay the same. All this effort, all these videos, all 


these years all put into one core message from Fatal Farm: 


"Garfield isn't funny." 


And they're right. Garfield isn't really that funny, especially not now. Garfield should 


have ended years ago. But... 


Garfield isn't only not funny, he's special. He may not mean much to many, he's just an 
unfunny comic cat, but to me, Garfield and his world has been a part of my childhood 
since | was a young child. | mean, he must be special to me, Garfield brought us Jon, and 
I've been hyperfixated on this man for two gosh dang months now! But you know, 


regardless of whether Garfield or even Jon are funny... 


Jon will still remain as a character who has brought me smiles and laughter, even if the 
source material he's from kinda sucks in the humour aspect. And you know, the oddly 
terrifying fact of Garfield's immortality brings comfort to me. The fact that now and in 
the future | can still catch up on the newest strip and be able to see my favourite dorky 
cartoonist right there in those panels is nice. Dull and unfunny, but nice, like seeing a 
beloved friend again. | don't hate or dislike Garfield at all. In fact, | really like the strip's 
earlier years when it felt fresher and nice. And you know what? Even if | acknowledge 
that it isn't funny and that it's practically lost a lot of its charm, I'll still come to enjoy it, 
and I'll still come to enjoy all the fanworks that have flipped this cat's world on its head 
and provided a new meaning and a breath of fresh air. Lasagna Cat has done such a 
masterful job at expressing this message that definitely did need to be said, and even 
five years later, | can still enjoy it and find meaning in it, just like the comic strip. And 
that's really special to me. So, for the 18th time, I'd like to once again welcome Jon and 
the rest fo the Garfield universe into my heart and my brain, because they all mean so 


much to me, man... :) 


TL;DR, Sex Survey Results slaps, Garfield isn't funny. 


Last edited at 10:28 am. My hands hurt. 


